happiness without pride, which nobody would dream of appropriating for himself. A happiness which asks nothing of the future. It hovers motionless or it darts in the chilly morning of the street, in the autumnal sky, in the bays of the shop-fronts, just as fishes, those fruits of the deep, do in the sea.
" I could make such good use of this kind of happiness. I should be only too glad to be satisfied with it. I'm not proud ; I'm not greedy. Just one thing is all I want, I don't demand so much as I did once. He wants to be free. Yes. He's right. Just this vague kind of happiness which belongs to anybody — the only people who have a chance of enjoying it are those who are quite free, those who refuse to let themselves be tied by thinking about the future. I wouldn't even ask bim to spend so very much time with me. If he wants to have his time to himself. If he's afraid of making a slave of himself. Just to know that he loves me -why can't I be sure even of that much ? **
She saw a bus approaching. The place-names inscribed upon it, which she read at a glance, letting one merge into the next, gave her a vague kind of pleasure. She had no time to think about what these names recalled to her or promised her, or to form any clear idea of the itinerary which chance put in her way. Once you are caught up in the movement of the streets, the announcement of any Parisian itinerary acts upon the passer-by like the formula of a charm, or as though a lightning-flash shot through the vast sky of memories, too quickly for the mind to grasp it, but not too quickly for the soul to be moved by it.
Juliette put up her hand to stop the bus and dimbed into it. Its creaking closed in around her as though it were purring. She surrendered herself to something that -was like a father's clumsy comforting. She had nothing to fear. She could begin to forget. The horses* trot resembled rain on a roof, or the ticking of a clock — those sounds that soothe our lives, by setting us the example of a patient kind of going on. A little of the street came in through the windows. Glimpses of vistas, fragments of

